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““My eyes have seen Thy salvation, which Thou hast prepared 
before the face of all peoples, a light to the salvation 
of the Gentiles...” Luke it. 30-32. 
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The Purification. 
From the Revelations of Anna Catherine Emmerich. 


(Continued from the January issue). 





S the end of the forty days drew near when the 
Holy Virgin was to present her First-born in the 
temple, and redeem Him according to the law, 
everything was put in readiness that the Holy 
Family could first go to the temple and afterwards 
to their home in Nazareth. At daybreak, I saw 
the Blessed Virgin leave the grotto at Bethlehem. She seated 
herself on the ass, which the old shepherds had led to the grotto, 
all ready for the journey. Joseph held the Child until she was 
comfortably seated, then placed It in her lap. She sat side-ways, 
her feet on a foot-rest; the Infant wrapped in her wide veil, she 
held in her lap and blissfully gazed upon It. She had with her 
only a pair of covers and a small bundle. Mary sat between these. 

The shepherds bade a touching farewell and accompanied 
them on the road. They wound around the morning-side of 
Bethlehem, unnoticed by anyone. 

I saw them going very slowly the short distance between 
Bethlehem and Jerusalem. At noon! saw them resting on bench- 
es, and a few women coming to the Blessed Virgin, bringing her 
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cruets with balsam and small loaves of bread. The Holy Virgin’s 
offering for the temple was in a basket that hung on the ass. 
The basket had three divisions, in two of them was fruit. The 
third division was an open cage and one could see a pair of doves 
therein. Towards evening I saw them, about a quarter of an 
hour’s distance from Jerusalem, take lodging in a small dwelling 
with an aged couple who had no children, by whom they were 
received with extremely great love. 

All the next day the Holy Family remained in the house of 
these aged people near Jerusalem. Most of the time the Holy 
Virgin with the Divine Child was in a room by herself. She was 
constantly in prayer and seemed to prepare herself for the offer- 
ing. I saw in her room the apparitions of many angels who 
venerated the Child Jesus. I do not know whether the Blessed 
Virgin saw the angels also, but I think she did, for I beheld her 
in tender interior recollection. The good people who gave them 
hospitality did all in love for the Holy Virgin; they must have 
had some idea of the holiness of the Child Jesus. 

Towards seven o'clock in the evening, I had a vision of holy 
Simeon. He was an emaciated, very old man, a priest of or- 
dinary rank, and lived close to the temple. He went into a small 
arched cell built in the heavy walls of the temple, knelt, and was 
rapt in prayer. An angel then appeared to him admonishing 
him to watch early the next morning for the little Child who 
would first be offered, for this was the Messiah for whom he had 
so long desired. After he had seen Him, he would soon die. I 
saw this so beautifully, the space around him was all illuminated 
and the holy old man was radiant with joy. 

I also saw that the prophetess Hanna was praying in her cell 
in the temple, and how she had a vision of the presentation of 
the Child Jesus in the temple. 


Arrival at the Temple. 


Early the next morning when it was still dark, I saw the Holy 
Family with the little basket of offerings and the ass loaded for 
the journey, leaving their lodging and going toward Jerusalem. 
The good old couple accompanied them. At the temple they 
went into a walled-in yard. While Joseph and his host put the 
ass into a shed, the Blessed Virgin and her Child were kindly 
received by an aged woman, and beneath a covered hall-way, 
taken further toward the temple. She carried a light for it was 
Sill dark. Already in this hall-way, the aged Simeon, full of ex- 














Tabernacle and Purgatory 197 


pectation came to meet the Blessed Virgin. He spoke a few glad 
words to her, then took the Infant Jesus and pressed It to his 
heart, whereupon he hastily returned in another direction to the 
temple. 

Through the angel’s announcement of yesterday, Simeon was 
filled with such a longing to see the Child of Promise for whom 
he had sighed for so long, that here already he was awaiting the 
coming of the women. I saw Simeon as an old priest of no high 
rank. Only his great piety, simplicity and enlightenment distin- 
guished him. 

The Holy Virgin had been conducted by her guide into the 
vestibule of the temple, where the offerings took place, and 
here she was received by Hanna and Noemi, her former teachers. 
Simeon now coming from the temple again to meet the Holy 
Virgin who carried the Divine Child in her arms, conducted her 
to the place where the first-born children were usually redeemed. 
Hanna, to whom Joseph handed the basket with the offering, 
followed, also Noemi. 


The Presentation. 


Simeon now approached the Blessed Virgin who had the 
Infant Jesus reposing in her arms and enfolded in a sky-blue 
wrap. He led her through the grating to the table of sacrifice, 
where she placed the Divine Child in the basket-cradle, and from 
that moment I saw the temple filled with an indescribable light. 
I saw that God was present therein, and over the Child I saw 
the heavens open, up to the very throne of the most Blessed 
Trinity. Simeon then conducted the Blessed Virgin back to the 
grated enclosure of the women. Mary wore a light-blue robe, a 
whitish veil, and was enveloped in a long, yellowish mantle. 

Simeon thereupon went to the altar where the vestments for 
the priests had been placed, and he and three other priests vested 
one another for the solemnity. They prayed over the Child. Now 
Hanna approached Mary, and handing her the offer-basket, con- 
ducted her up to the grating in front of the table of sacrifice where 
they remained standing. Simeon opened the grating, led Mary to 
the table and placed her offering upon it. In one of the oval plates 
was laid the fruit, in the other the coins, and the doves were left 
in the basket. Simeon remained standing with Mary before the 
offering-table. The priest next to him now took the Child Jesus 
from the basket-cradle on his hands, raised It upward and toward 
different directions of the temple, while praying a long time. 
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Thereupon he gave the Child to Simeon, who replaced It in the 
arms of Mary, and prayed over her and the Child from a prayer- 
roll. 

Simeon now conducted the Holy Virgin back to the railing 
where Hanna took her back to the women’s station within the 
grating. Meanwhile about twenty other women had arrived there 
to offer their first-born sons. Joseph and other men stood farther 
back in the place for the men. 


Simeon’s Prophecy. 


The priests now began a divine service at the altar with 
incensing and praying. When these solemnities were ended, Simeon 
came to the station where Mary was, received from her the Child 
Jesus into his arms, and all enraptured with joy, spoke long and 
loud over the Child. He praised God for having fulfilled the 
promise, and among other things said: “Now Thou dost dismiss 
Thy servant, O Lord, according to Thy word in peace; because 
my eyes have seen Thy salvation, which Thou hast prepared 
before the face of all peoples, a light to the salvation of the 
Gentiles, and the glory of Thy people Israel.” 

Joseph had come up closer after the offering, and with Mary 
listened reverently to the inspired words of the holy old man. 
Simeon blessed both and said to Mary: “Behold, this Child is set for 
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the fall and for the resurrection of many in Israel, and for a sign 
which shall be contradicted. And thine own soul a sword shall 
pierce, that the hearts of many would thereby be revealed.” 

When Simeon’s prophecy was ended, the prophetess Hanna, 
also enraptured, spoke long and loud over the Child Jesus, and 
called His Mother “blessed.” I saw that those present heard all 
this with emotion. It seemed as though such loud, enthusiastic 
prayer was not uncommon, would happen quite often, and that 
it must be so. Nevertheless, I saw all who were present being 
deeply moved in their heart. 

Everyone showed great reverence to the Child and to the 
Mother. But Mary had also been radiant all the while like a 
heavenly rose. 

Exteriorly, the Holy Family had given the poorest offering. 
Joseph, however, had secretly given to holy Simeon and Hanna 
small triangular plates of gold, of the gifts of the Kings, to be 
used especially for poor virgins who were brought up in the 
temple, and had no means to defray their expenses. He also 
presented several pieces of fine fabrics for the embroidery work 
of the temple. 

After this I saw the Holy Virgin with the Child being conducted 
by Hanna and Noemi back to the yard again and taking farewell 
from one another. Joseph had already come here with the old 
couple with whom they had lodged. He had brought the ass 
hither, and Mary mounted with the Child, and thus they imme- 
diately journeyed from the temple through Jerusalem toward 
Nazareth. 

The sacrifice may have been finished at about nine o’clock in 
the morning. That same day they traveled as far as Bethoron 
where they stayed all night. Here they were awaited by some 
people whom Ann had sent to meet them. They traveled a 
more direct road toward Nazareth than when they had gone to 
Bethlehem. Joseph was still thinking of returning to Bethlehem 
and to build a dwelling for themselves in the valley of the shep- 
herds. He ‘had also spoken of this to the shepherds and told 
them that he only meant to take Mary to her mother for a while, 
that she might recover from the hardships of lodging in the grotto. 


Candlemas. 


I saw a feast in that transparent Church elevated above the 
earth, for in this way the Catholic Church is generally shown to 
me when I am to consider her as the universal and not as a 
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local Church. I saw the Church full of choirs of angels who 
surrounded the most Blessed Trinity. In the centre of the Church 
there was an altar, and upon this stood a small tree with broad, 
drooping leaves; it belonged to the species of the tree of knowledge 
in paradise. 

I then saw the Blessed Virgin with the Child Jesus in her 
arms before the altar, as though rising out of the earth; I saw 
that the tree upon the altar bowed before her and withered. And 
I saw an angel vested like a priest approach Mary. She handed 
him the Child which he placed upon the altar, and that same 
moment I saw the offered Child pass over into the image of the 
most Blessed Trinity. 

At that same moment | saw the most Holy Trinity as usual. I 
saw that the angel handed to the Mother of God a little bright 
globe upon which was the figure of a Child swathed, and saw 
Mary ascend to the altar with this gift. Mary had her wide mantle 
spread over the whole earth. From all sides | then saw many 
poor with lights approaching Mary who gave all these lights to 
the Infant on the globe. And I saw how all these lights became, 
above Mary and the Infant, one light that illuminated all. 

I believe that the withering away of the tree of knowledge 
by the appearance of Mary, and the passing over of the Child 
into the Blessed Trinity is the reunion of fallen man with God. 
Through Mary the scattered lights become one light in the light 
of Jesus who illuminates all. 


Arrival of the Holy Family at Ann’s Home. 


In the evening I saw the Holy Family arrive at the home of 
Ann, about half an hour distant from Nazareth. They celebrated 
a little family festival. Ann’s eldest daughter, Mary Heli, was 
there on a visit. All had great joy with the Child Jesus, but 
their joy was tranquil and tender. I have never seen much passion 
with all these people. — In desperate cases of need, I always in- 
voke the holy mother Ann. — 

I saw this noon, that after a few days, the Blessed Virgin, 
accompanied by her mother Ann who carried the Child Jesus, left 
Ann’s house and went to Joseph’s house in Nazareth. The road 
winds along pleasantly between hills and gardens, and is over a 
half hour’s length. 

Ann is sending eatables to Joseph and Mary from her home 
in Nazareth. Oh, how touching it is with the Holy Family. Mary 
is like a Mother, yet like the mo&t submissive hand-maid of the 
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Divine Child, as also the servant of Joseph. Joseph is towards 
her as the mo&t faithful friend and the most humble servant. 
When the Blessed Virgin moves and turns the Infant Jesus round 
like a helpless child—oh! that is so touching! If then I consider 
that It is the merciful God who created the world and out of love 
for mankind permits Himself to be thus moved and turned — oh, 
how horrible then seems the hard, Stubborn mind of cold, insin- 
cere, obdurate men! 


Dwelling of the Holy Family. 


I saw the Blessed Virgin knitting or crocheting little garments. 
She worked standing or sitting beside the Infant Jesus who was 
lying in a basket. I saw St. Joseph twining long Strips of yellow, 
brown and green rushes into ceilings and panels. He had not 
the least idea that soon he must flee to Egypt. The holy mother 
Ann comes nearly every day on a visit from her home. 

Today I saw St. Ann coming out of her house at Nazareth 
with the maid-servant, a relative of hers, whom she had left with 
the Blessed Virgin at Bethlehem after the birth of Christ. The 
servant carried a basket on her head and one in her hand. They 
brought victuals to Mary, for Mary was not keeping house and 
was being supplied by Ann. 

Towards evening on the following day, I saw the holy mother 
Ann, and her eldest daughter, Mary Heli, with the Blessed Virgin. 
Mary Heli had with her a robust boy, four or five years of age. 

-He was her grandson, the eldest son of her daughter, Mary 
Cleopha. Joseph had gone to the home of Ann. I thought at 
the time: Surely, women are always the same: when I saw how 
they sat together and spoke to one another so confidentially, how 
they played with the Infant Jesus, pressed Him to their heart, and 
laid Him in the little boy’s arms — it was all just as in our days. 

In the evening I saw the women praying. They stood before 
the red and white covered table near the wall. Mary stood in front 
of Ann and Mary Heli beside her. They crossed their hands on 
their breast, folded or extended them. Mary was reading from 
a scroll that lay before her. They prayed in a certain tone and 
rhythm which reminded me of the choir chant in the convent. 


Preparation for the Journey to Egypt. 


Early the next morning, Joseph returned from the house of 
Ann. Ann and her eldest daughter were still here in Nazareth. 
Scarcely had all gone to sleep, when the angel came to warn 
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Joseph. Mary and the Child Jesus had their sleeping apartment 
on the right side of the fire-place, Ann on the left; Mary Heli between 
hers and Joseph’s chamber. The different apartments were sepa- 
rated by woven partitions of rushes. Mary’s couch was moreover 
separated by acurtain. The Infant lay in a crib on a carpet; when 
Mary raised herself up, she could reach the Child. 

I saw Joseph asleep in his little room, lying on his side, his 
head resting on his arm. I saw a luminous youth approaching his 
couch and speak to him. Joseph raised up, but he was drowsy 
and lay down again. The youth now took him by the hand, and 
pulled him up. Joseph now remembered what had occurred and 
arose, but the youth vanished. Joseph then lighted his lamp from 
the lamp that was burning before the fire-place in the centre of 
the house. He then knocked at the Blessed Virgin’s door and 
asked whether he dared to approach. I saw him enter and speak 
to Mary, who did not remove the curtain from her couch; then I 
saw him go to the stable where the ass was. He made all prepara- 
tions for the journey. 

After St. Joseph had left the Holy Virgin, Mary arose imme- 
diately and dressed herself for the journey. She then went to her 
mother, Ann, and announced to her God’s command. Then Ann 
also arose, and Mary Heliandthe boy. The Infant was left sleeping. 
With these pious people, the will of God was before everything 
else. Although their hearts were sad, they at once made all 
preparations for the journey before abandoning themselves to the 
sorrow of taking farewell. Ann and Mary Heli helped to arrange 
what was necessary for the journey. They packed together only 
a medium sized bundle and a few blankets which they took out to 
Joseph to load up. Everything was done quietly and quickly as 
for a secret departure for which one is awakened. 

But now Mary went for her Child; she was in such haste that 
I did not even see her swathe It anew. Alas! the time of departure 
had now arrived and | cannot tell it how touching was Ann’s 
sorrow and that of the elder sister. All pressed the Infant Jesus 
amid tears to their heart. Ann embraced the Blessed Virgin several 
times, weeping so bitterly, as if she should never see her again. 
Mary Heli threw herself flat on the ground and wept. 

It was not yet midnight when they left the house. Ann and 
Mary Heli accompanied the Holy Virgin on foot a short distance 
out of Nazareth. Joseph followed with the ass. Mary carried the 
Infant swathed before her in a sling. She wore a long mantle that 
enveloped her and the Child, and a large square veil which hung 
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far down on both sides of her face. They had gone a short distance 
when Joseph came up to them with the ass, to which were fastened 
a pouch with water and a basket. The bundle and a few blankets 
were packed around the square seat which had a foot-rest. Once 
more, before they journeyed further, they embraced one another 
amid tears. Ann blessed the Holy Virgin, who seated herself on 
the beast of burden that was led by Joseph. (To be continued.) 


CSeVIRR? 
Devotion to the Holy Family. 





HENCE comes it? That growing spirit of revolu- 
tion and discontent, that rebellion against lawful 
authority which causes the social upheavels and 
threatens the welfare of the world today? It can 

| be traced back to an apostasy from God, and 

= a disregard of His laws in the family life. Men 

and women have perverted the holy state of matrimony from a 
“sacrament” to a “sacrilege.” Parents have usurped the laws of 

God, what wonder then that they have reared a generation which 

refuses submission. 

The Sovereign Pontiff, Benedict XV., realizes the grave dan- 
ger about to undermine Christian families, and in warning tones 
he lifts his voice against the evils that are spreading in our land. 
“The malicious efforts of the wicked,” he writes, “are especially 
directed against the home, the family-circle. Every effort is being 
made to weaken the firmness and indissolubility of the marriage 
bonds and to prevent our youth from coming under religious 
influence.” 

How dreadfully the modern world has sinned and is sinning 
regarding this, the very root and foundation of Christian society! 
Civil marriages and divorces are permitted and legalized in nearly 
every Christian country. Everything tends to corrupt and destroy 
the state of matrimony. The Catholic Church alone, through the 
storms of so many centuries has safeguarded the purity and 
permanence of the family and the marriage state. She alone 
views it in the light of our Savior who raised the state of 
matrimony to the dignity of a sacrament and hallowed the home 
by declaring husband and wife to be “one and inseparable.” 

Leo XIII. lamented the downward trend of our age and in 
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an encyclical wrote: “Those who recognize and deplore the 
change and corruption of Christian morals, the extinction of love 
of religion and piety in families, and the passion for earthly 
goods enkindled beyond measure, will desire exceedingly to apply 
a suitable remedy for so many grievous evils. Nothing can be 
more salutary and efficacious for Christian families than the 
example of the Holy Family.” 

The life of the Holy Family! What a contrast to our modern 
homes! Marvelous it is in its sanétity, its unity, its indissolubil- 
ity: — the virtues which should be reflected by every Christian 
family. In that humble dwelling we see Jesus, Mary and Joseph 
bound together by the tender ties of father, Mother and Child. 
And these sweet relations they continued until St. Joseph died a 
blessed death and Jesus went forth to teach and redeem mankind. 

Truly, devotion to the Holy Family is a beautiful and instructive 
one; that peaceful abode at Nazareth is the pattern after which 
every Christian family should be built. See Joseph beneath the 
palms holding the carpenter’s square and plane. He guides the 
feeble hands of the Holy Child and causes them to glide over the 
plank from which Jesus planes a thin shaving. Mary, seated 
opposite, works with the distaff and spindle, but whilst spinning 
her eyes rest on her Divine Son and she unites with the angels 
in worshipping that God who thus voluntarily humbles Himself. 

Behold the perfect example. Mary Immaculate is the model 
for the mother of Christian families. St. Joseph, the protector 
of Jesus and Mary, the model for the Christian father in a life 
of toil and privation. The Child Jesus stands forth as an example 
of love and obedience for the children of Christian families. 


St. Joseph, Model for the Christian Father. 


The husband, as head of the family owes to his wife fidelity, 
love and support. A fidelity in the constancy of his affection 
promised at the altar; love, according to that injunction of the Apos- 
tle: “Husbands love your wives as Christ also loved the Church 
and delivered Himself up for it” (Ephes. v.25). It is the husband’s 
duty to provide for the family by industry and economy; it is his 
obligation to seek and keep employment that will afford a never- 
failing income. Yes, the burden may sometimes press heavily, 
but Christian father, laboring for the support of your family, look 
up to your great model, St. Joseph. See him toiling from early 
morning until late in the evening for the maintenance of the 
Holy Family. Yet, He for whom he works is the Almighty 
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God — at whose single word the world sprang into existence! 
Christ as God could have supplied miraculously for the needs of 
the Holy Family, but it was His will to depend upon the work 
of St. Joseph for His sustenance. 

And in your trials, consider again: whose faith in God’s 
providence was ever so sorely tested as St. Joseph’s? What 
anxiety oppressed his faithful heart when forced to seek shelter 
with Mary in the stable of Bethlehem! What pain rent his soul 
to see the Infant God cradled on a whisp of straw in a manger! 
Then he is commanded to leave country, home and friends, and 
flee into an unknown land! Yet amid these trials he bows in 
lowly submission to the holy will of God; not a murmur, not a 
complaint escapes his lips. St. Joseph, indeed, has sanctified 
labor, poverty and privations; he has shown us how to bear sorrows 
and disappointments with patience, humility and resignation. 

From St. Joseph the Christian father must learn also to love 
his family and to center his interests in his home life. Our 
Catholic children are exposed to numberless dangers. They are 
surrounded by the tainted spirit of the world with its poisonous 
atmosphere, breathing love for shameful fashions, sinful amuse- 
ments and excessive greed for wealth. Piety and the love of 
God must consequently grow cold, good morals and religious 
principles easily suffer shipwreck. God demands of the Christian 
father a solid spiritual training for the children whom He has 
giventohim. A Catholic father should be as an older companion, 
interested in his children’s pleasures and helping to choose health- 
ful and innocent amusements. He should accompany them 
frequently to the Holy Table, thus teaching them religious truths 
far more effectively by example than by words. Remember, the 
success of a child’s life, spiritually and materially, depends chiefly 
on the manner in which its parents fulfill their duties. 


The Blessed Virgin, a Model for Christian Mothers. 


Mary, the Mother of Jesus, has been given by God as a model 
for Christian .mothers. When our Savior came upon earth He 
found woman in the depths of degradation, a beast of burden, 
and a victim of passion. He lifted her to the feet of His Virgin 
Mother, endowing her with a charm that has sanctified and safe- 
guarded her through the centuries. Christian mother, go into the 
little home of Nazareth, learn there the spirit of happiness and 
contentment. See the Blessed Mother perform her household 
duties with joy and attention; see how her loving watchfulness 














forestalls the needs of Jesus and her saintly protector; how her 
smiling countenance greets them in the evening after their weary 
day of toil. Let the neatness of that little home teach us that 
cleanliness does not depend upon wealth, and that even in poverty, 
happiness and contentment will be found if we but imitate the 
virtues of Mary. 

The loving, true and obedient wife exerts an unbounded 
influence for good over her husband. She must bear the burdens 
with him, encourage him and seek to lighten his worries. See 
how agreeable a faithful wife can make her home. It is always 
tidy and clean; she herself is never slovenly in appearance. Her 
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husband does not while away his evenings at the club, or squander 
his money at the bar; his neat, cozy home has too many attractions. 
There he finds the sunlight of love after a dark day of hard labor. 

And in the care of her children — ah! how all-powerful for 
good or evil is the influence of a mother! Ata cherished mother’s 
knee the little ones must learn to lisp the holy names, to whisper 
the early prayers. The mother must keep a vigilant eye on her 
growing children that they do not form associations which would 
endanger their faith or morals. She must above all win their 
confidence by her unselfish love, and their respect by her virtues. 
A recent writer well remarks: “If parents would take a deeper 
interest in the welfare of their children, if they would strive to gain 


their entire confidence, there would be fewer children led astray by 
evil companions.” 
It is likewise a mother’s strict obligation to insist on her children’s 


attending Catholic schools that they may be well instructed in the 
do¢trines of our holy Faith, but let her remember she is the first, 
the principal teacher, that the home is the main school. For what 
can Church or school do with a child that comes from a home that 
is disgraced by a blasphemous father or a gossiping mother? It 
is most important that she train the young hearts in the practice 
of virtue, teaching them to imitate the obedience of the Child 


Jesus, and like Him to love, reverence and respect those who take 
God’s place in their behalf. 
Another valuable lesson we may draw from contemplating 


the life of the Holy Family. Consider, what formed the well-spring 
of its holiness, its happiness? It was the Heart of Jesus. From 
the Adorable Heart of the Incarnate Word in which “dwells the 
fulness of divinity,” radiated all the sanctity and peace of the Holy 
Family. From the Heart of the Divine Babe, Mary and Joseph 
drew those virtues of resignation and abandonment to the will of 


God, love for poverty and humiliation which have been placed 
before us for our imitation. 


The “meek and humble” Heart of Jesus was the centre of the 
life of the Holy Family. In their privations at Bethlehem, It was 
their consolation; in their exile to Egypt, It was their treasure; in 
their simple, hidden, yet laborious life at Nazareth, It was their joy. 
Such, in truth, should the same Divine Heart be in every Christian 
family. Yes, O Sacred Heart! we shall enthrone Thee in our 
midst. Thou shalt be the centre of our home-life, and while honor- 
ing Thee as King of love and Friend most true, we shall also ask 


Thee to help us in difficulties, to comfort us in affliction, and to 
sanctify our joys. 
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Thus will the Christian home be like the holy dwelling of 
Nazareth, a perfect paradise, full of peace and order, of 
unity and happiness. It is such Christian homes that will renew 
society. When the spirit of the Holy Family permeates our family 
life, then there will be an end to the discord, discontent and 
unhappiness which rends the world today. 


CSeURRO 


The Human Heart. 





HE human heart — is there anything so incomprehensible? 
That heart with its ceaseless pulsations, are we aware that 
it is also unremittingly active in a higher sense, and this 
activity manifests itself now in love, now in fear, now in 

joy, now in sorrow? 

The world with all its treasures is not sufficient to satisfy the 
yearning of the human heart, for our eyes are not satiated by 
seeing, nor our ears ravished by hearing. All that is agreeable, 
pleasant or beautiful in created things may touch the human heart, 
but can never fully satiate it. The things of this life may captivate 
the senses, but they can never give true peace to the heart, for 
so great is the dignity and craving of the human heart that nothing 
less than the Sovereign Good Himself can fully satisfy it. 

Our heart is restless until it rests in God. The human heart 
constantly craves and moves; it is continually swayed by one emotion 
or another and vainly does it seek rest unless it find it in God. 

The mill will grind anything that is cast into it, and if there 
is no grain in the hopper the burrs wear themselves away by 
useless friction. So it is with the human heart which is in constant 
motion, never at rest, always thinking, always craving, always 
aiming; its activity ceasing only with death. 

“The life of the heart is love and it is impossible that the 
heart exist without love,” declares Saint Augustine. The God- 
enlightened doctor of the Church, St. Thomas Aquinas teaches: 
“As it is the nature of fire to burn, so it is the nature of the heart 
to burn by love; the life of the heart is love. It is impossible, 
therefore, that a heart which desires to live, be without love.” 

Thus has God made the human heart, and its boundless 
capacity for love He demands should be directed toward Himself, 
by giving us that sublime commandment: “Thou shalt love the 
Lord thy God with thy whole heart.” Our whole heart, He desires 
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to possess, and this is possible only by giving Him our whole love. 

God will never permit us to love father or mother, bride or 
brother, house or land, gold or treasures with our whole heart, 
with our whole soul. He will always protest in the inmost of our 
being. 

On one occasion our Lord said to His spouse St. Mechtilde, 
“Nothing delights Me more than the human heart. But how 
seldom is it given to Me! I have a superfluity of everything but 
not of the hearts of men. How often am I not robbed of them!” 

Yet, how easily we can find God. A sigh is sufficient to 
draw Him down into our soul. 

Once the same saint sent up a fervent sigh to her Lord. 
Thereupon our Divine Savior inclined lovingly toward her and 
said: “Tell Me, My beloved, what dost thou desire? Behold, as 
often as thou dest sigh for Me, thou dost draw Me to thyself. 
Thou canst obtain Me more easily than anything else. Nothing, 
not even a thread or a chip is so small, so insignificant, that it 
can be obtained by a mere act of the will. But man can obtain 
possession of Me, by a single sigh, by his will alone.” 

He who possesses his own heart, and governs it according 
to God’s commandments, is truly a ruler, a king. Man can do 
nothing more worthy than to return his heart to Him who made 
it. Nothing more honorable can be imagined than to surrender 
our heart to Him whose Heart was pierced on the cross for love 
of us. A heart directed toward God is like a temple, like a throne 
of God. The good heart in which the love of God is enthroned 
is like heaven, in which Christ dwells. Oh, how sublime, how 
noble, how god-like is the human heart wherein the Lord has 
erected His throne of grace and love! Our heart should be an 
altar from which the burning flames of our love constantly arise 
to the Triune God. The heart’s incessant desire to increase in 
the love of God is the fuel which keeps this flame aglow and 
imparts to the heart peace and rest. 

Remark: The foregoing article is taken from our latest brochure: 
More Precious than Diamonds, which treats of the Human 
Heart, the Love of God, Excess of Love, and Sanctifying Grace. 
The most beautiful and edifying that can be said on subjects so 
sublime, is given in this brochure. In truth it is more precious 
than diamonds, destined to enkindle the heart and open the eyes 
of many. May God grant that it be the means of doing an incalcu- 


lable amount of good. The booklet contains 64 pages, and can be 
procured in English or in German. Price each 10 cts. Address: 


“Tabernacle and Purgatory,” Clyde, Mo. 
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A Man Who for Nineteen Centuries 
Has not Died. 





»1N the midst of human society, there is a man who 
for nineteen centuries has not died. Alone, 
4 without a family, he travels the lonely, weary 
¥ road of life. Never is the cross absent from his 
hands, never is the thorn crown removed from 
his head. He recognizes not those sweetest 
bonds of affection which give light and peace in the sufferings 
and anxieties of life. For others he recognizes them, has an idea 
of them, understands them, but not for himself; his life ever 
remains lonely. In his heart one thought, one sentiment alone 
predominates — God! It is this thought that preoccupies his 
mind, that teaches him how to love and suffer. 

Do you wish to see him? Would you become better ac- 
quainted with him? Ah, do not seek him in the noise and tumult 
of worldly pleasures and the materialistic endeavors of men. 
Outward activity and interior solitude are the inseparable com- 
panions of his life. He does not leave his retirement except to 
hasten to the place of misery and tears. 

If you see him mingling with men who are laughing and 
enjoying themselves, he is silent. If you behold him among those 
who weep and are burdened with sorrow, he speaks. Seldom his 
feet cross the threshold of palaces, but in schools, hospitals and 
the dwellings of the poor he is not a stranger. The distress of 
those in poverty, the moaning of the sick, the sighing of the 
wretched, greet him like a faithful friend. Like a luminous shadow 
he pursues gloomy death; wherever this ghostly spectre enters a 
home, you will find him. 

To the living he points out hell in order to gain them for 
heaven; to the dying he shows heaven in order to snatch them 
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from hell. No sorrow, no suffering is unknown to him. With 
the crucifix on his breast, the rosary at his side, the Gospel book 
in his hand, and God in his heart, he passes through this life of 
anxiety, suffering and woe. 

The world despises him, but he is laboring for the world; the 
world curses him, but he is a blessing to the world. Revenge, 
hatred, dislike — these are strangers to his heart. To love, to 
forgive, to instruct, to console, this is his life. Ever with the 
smile of peace on his lips, ever with the tears of compassion in 
his eyes, his glory is humiliation and contempt, his wealth is the 
poor with whom he shares his last piece of bread. 

Look at his dwelling near the church, so quiet, so peaceful. 
There you find no costly furniture — the crucifix of our Savior 
and the image of the Mother of God are his most beautiful 
ornaments. A few trees surround his house, and peacefully the 
birds build their nests therein, for they dread not those who fear 
God. The rich and the poor alike knock at his door. The 
wealthy to deposit his alms, the poor to derive benefit therefrom. 
For each one he has words of comfort and good advice; he 
blesses all, he loves all, for he is the servant of Him who came 
into this world to serve, not to be served. For no one has he 
a harsh word, he refuses no service that is asked of him, he en- 
dures everything, he lives for everybody except for himself. 


You Surely Know Him! 


Do you know the Catholic priest? Ah, you surely know 
him, for you have learned to know him in the most important 
moments of your life. He is the author of the spiritual life of 
your soul, therefore, you call him “Father.” It was he who 
brought you into the bosom of the Church; who by the waters 
of baptism infused into your soul the life of grace which regen- 
erated you into a child of light. He blessed your bonds of 
matrimony; he nourished you with the Bread of angels; he raised 
you up when you had fallen on the dangerous path of sin; he 
reconciled you with God, quieted your remorse of conscience and 
restored peace to your soul. Ah, he has bestowed on you so 
much good of which you never think, that you know nothing 
about — and for all these benefits he asks in return no thanks, no 
reward, one thing only: that you be good, that you love God 
and do not lose your own soul. You desire to intrude on his 
time, willingly he devotes it to you. You ask the sacrifice of his 
health, unhesitatingly he offers it for you. You wish the surrender 


4 








212 Tabernacle and Purgatory 


of his life, joyfully he gives it, if you but obtain eternal happiness. 

And when the hour of death approaches, when fear of con- 
tagion causes friends and relatives to flee, he it is who hastens 
to you, whether to ascend the marble steps of a palace, or descend 
into a dingy hovel. Neither the pestilential vapors of the hospital 
nor the subterranean vaults of the prison deter his steps. For 
him there is no unseasonable weather, no thunder-storm, no 
flooded rivers, no impassable snowdrifts, no heat and no cold — 
he is ready at every call. 

Where in this world do you find another such friend? To the 
orphan he is a father and mother, to the youth a guide, to the 
aged a support; and after having become all things to all, he 
knows of no retiring. Did you see him, as weary and fatigued 
from his day’s labors, with breviary in hand, he passed at a late 
hour through the little village entrusted to his charge? Everywhere 
his flock greet him, one by one they call out to him good wishes 
and blessings, and his eyes fill with tears, and his heart repeats 
again and again: O Lord, grant that not one of the souls en- 
trusted to my care be lost! 

The Catholic priest protects the children of God from the 
assaults of Satan, shields their faith, preserves their hope for an 
everlasting life of happiness, and enkindles their love for God. 
For this reason he is hated and persecuted by the children of the 
world; for this reason they endeavor to shove him aside and make 
his existence well-nigh impossible, in order that falsehood and 
deceit may raise their standard. The weapon of the enemies of 
the Church is, and ever has been calumny, and the occasional 
conduct of a bad priest serves t6 humble the priesthood of Christ 
and lessen the power of its mission. This is why the sheep are 
separated from the Shepherd and delivered over to sin; this is 
why children are set at variance with their father and made 
orphans. Oh, let us pray often for priests according to the Heart 
of God! P. A. 


Selig 
SOLDIERS’ AND SAILORS’ COMPANION. 


A Book of Prayers and Instructions prepared by a 
Chaplain of many years experience in the Navy of our 
Country. An attractive gift which will be appreciated by 
your soldier sons. Vest-pocket shape, imitation leather, 
size 25/8 x 498, 144 pages, $0.50 

“Tabernacle and Purgatory,” Clyde, Mo. 
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“I Sent My Guardian Angel.” 





There are devout Christians who, when prevented by great 
distance or pressing duties from going to church daily, have the 
praiseworthy custom of asking their guardian angel to go to Mass 
in their stead and obtain the blessing of the Holy. Sacrifice for 
them and their day’s labors. The following occurrence related 
by the famous writer, Alban Stolz, is an admirable example of 
this pious custom and shows what graces God is pleased to bestow 
through its practice. 

Three quarters of an hour distant from the parish church of L. in 
a Canton of Switzerland, lived a pious brother and sister already 
advanced in years. The former was a cooper by trade. This 
devout batchelor now seventy-nine years of age, had for many 
years attended Mass daily in the parish church. Always in his 
special place, and clad in an old-fashioned suit, he was easily 
noticed by everyone. 

One Sunday noon after services, a message was brought to 
the rectory saying that the aged cooper wished to receive the 
last sacraments. The pastor referred the sick call to his young 
assistant. Greatly surprised, the assistant declared the cooper 
had been at church that very morning, that he had seen him in 
his usual place. 

Consequently the priest hesitated, thinking there must surely 
be a mistake, but at length he decided to go to the cooper’s 
cottage. To his astonishment, he found the feeble man in bed. 

“Well, my friend,” he remarked to the patient, “your sickness 
is surely not very serious; from the pulpit I saw you at church 
today in your custmary place.” 

“Yes, yes, that is true,” answered the man. “Today I sent 
my guardian angel.” 

The priest could not perceive that the venerable old man 
was especially ill, nevertheless, he considered it prudent to ad- 
minister the last sacraments, and prayed for a while with the 
man. When about to depart, the priest asked: 

“Would you now be ready in case God should call you?” 

“Yes!” replied the man, and at that instant breathed his last. 


Seg 


REMARK. — Here we wish to remark, that private revelations, according to 
the decrees of Pope Urban VIII. in the year 1634 and 1641, in so far as the 
Church has not decided upon them, claim only human credence. 
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HE same Alban Stolz relates this pathetic occurrence 
which happened during his own time. Why are the 
Streets so crowded today with Strangers from far and 
near? Surely this is no holiday, nor the season for a 
fair? What is this uproar, this concourse of people hastening 
forth to the gates of the city? What means that mournful knelling 
and moaning of the bell in yonder steeple? What is moving along 
so heavily between soldiers and people? Who sits there in the 
cart beside the priest, clothed in a white garment with black 
bands? 

Alas! it is a young man, a youth of twenty who has already 
committed a dreadful crime. The judge has just broken a staff 
over him, and thrown the two pieces down from the balcony of 
the courthouse to the criminal’s feet, as a sign that he could find 
no more favor with men. Now the youthful criminal is being led 
out of the city for execution. 

Let us lift a curtain which veils a scene of perhaps sixteen 
years previous. A mother kneels beside the bed of her only 
child, a son. The child is ill; his condition grows rapidly worse, 
and it can be easily seen that he is beyond all human aid. At 
the very beginning of her son’s illness, the mother was in a par- 
oxysm of grief and terror; but as her child grows steadily worse, 
and all indications point to his death, she is in wild despair. The 
boy is dearer to her than the whole world — dearer than God 
Himself, for in reality there are parents who make idols of their 
children. 

The priest visits the home to assist the child and to console 
the sorrow-stricken mother. He seeks to inspire her with senti- 
ments of resignation to the holy will of God, but in vain. Now 
he tries another means. Standing at the little one’s death-bed, 
he prays aloud, more for the sake of the mother than the child: 
“O Lord, if it be Thy holy will, restore this child to life and 


health.” 
: The mother hearing these words cries out: “Don’t say: ‘If 


it be Thy will!’ I can’t stand that. It must be His will, He 
shall not let my son die!” 

Horrified at these blasphemous words, the pastor returned 
home, shuddering at the thought of the punishment which such 
obstinacy might incur. Lo! contrary to all human expectations 
the boy recovered to the boundless joy of his mother. He became 
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Strong and grew up. Yes, he grew, that mother’s pet whose death 
she had so persistently opposed; he grew in size of body and 
in wickedness of heart. Each succeeding year he was the source 
of greater anxiety to his mother, and the disgrace of his evil ways 
cause her heart-rending grief. She lived to learn that her son 
had committed a capital crime, and that he was sentenced to 
death and executed. Yes, he is that youth now being taken 
through the city on the prison-cart to pay the price of his wicked- 
ness by the sacrifice of his life. 

How differently the saints acted! Who has not been edified 
by the conduct of the God-fearing Blanche of Castile. Folding the 
baby hands of her son, the future saint and king, Louis IX., she 
would often say: “I love you with all the tenderness of which a 
mother’s heart is capable; but I would infinitely rather see you fall 
dead at my feet than that you should ever commit a mortal sin.” 

An incident from the life of Ven. Anna Maria Taigi, (1769- 
1837) is equally admirable. The mother of seven children, this 
saintly matron seems to have been raised up by God as an ex- 
emplar for sanctity in the married State. In the midst of her 
numerous household cares and her constant labors to procure a 
livelihood for her poverty-stricken family, she not only practiced 
virtue, but practiced it in an heroic degree. Among other privi- 
leges she was favored with the gift of prophecy and knowledge of 
the future. It is related, when one of her sons was Still an infant, 
she foresaw by divine enlightenment that if he should live he 
would die the death of a criminal, though for not a really grave 
crime. However, rather than have a son thus to commit sin, the 
pious mother prayed God to take him from this world. Her 
sacrifice was accepted; the child died when about a year and a 
half old. ° 

O blind, mortal man! never oppose the designs of God, 
otherwise He might permit our will to be done which too often 
would be prejudicial to the welfare of our soul. “Oh, trust Him, 
trust Him,” we are exhorted by the words of Holy Writ, “He is 
the Faithful and the True. He hath done all things well.” Like 
true Christians let us imitate our Savior, saying with Him in the 
hour of trial, “Not my will, but Thine be done!” Deeply en- 
grave on the tablet of your heart, Whatever God does is be&t. 


Sei 











erally those who were the least prepared to enter 
eternity. Because they left the world without 
giving any sign of repentance, we can hardly 


hope we do not try to release them from purga- 
tory. Let us remember that the mercy of God is infinite, and that 
the divine grace can touch the soul of the sinner at the moment 
when it is about to be separated from the body: but let us remem- 
ber also that if this soul is saved, she has to do penance and 
that she has a terrible account to give to God. 

Doubtless the following facts will prove very consoling for 
those who despair of the salvation of their friends. 

In a convent of the Visitation in the time of Mother de 
Chantal there lived a humble and holy nun called Mary Denis 
de Martignat. One day she had the following revelation. Charles 
Amédée, duke of Nemours, whom she had known formerly at 
the Court of Savoy, whilst fighting a duel with his brother-in-law, 
the duke of Beaufort, was pierced by a sword and killed instantly, 
which cast all Savoy into mourning and desolation. 

The morning of the day this sad duel took place, and nearly 
a week before the account of it reached Annecy, Mother Martignat 
came bathed in tears and cast herself at the knees of the superior- 
ess saying, “My mother, I come to tell you that the duke of 
Nemours whilst fighting a duel has been killed, but fear nothing; 
at the moment the sword touched him, he had time to elevate 
his soul to God and obtained his pardon. — He is in purgatory; 
but so low! Alas, who will withdraw him from it!” And as the 
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superioress hesitated to believe in the salvation of this soul: “Ah!” 
said Sister de Martignat, “he had only a moment to co-operate 
with the grace of God, but he did so!” And she added: “I am 
not so much moved by the dreadful state of suffering in which 
I have seen this soul as | am struck and filled with admiration 
for the blessed moment of grace which caused his salvation. [ 
see this happy inStant as an overflow of the infinite mercy, sweet- 
ness and divine charity! The action in which he died deserved 
hell. It was not his attention to God that drew down from heaven 
this precious moment of grace on him, it was the effect of the 
communion of Saints by the participation that he had in the 
prayers that had been offered for him. The divine power let itself 
be lovingly moved by some good soul and granted this favor 
above the ordinary laws of this holy Providence. 

From this day, the young and fervent nun devoted herself 
to solace, by prayer and penance, him that she called her “poor 
prince.” She prayed and made others pray for him: she begged 
for prayers everywhere. She did not die without having acquired 
the certainty that by the merit of her expiation, he had made 
some steps toward the light of heaven where he was to enter one 
day. Never had priest or bishop, the superioress, or the saint 
herself, the least doubt of the truth of this revelation. 


A Father Pardoned in Consideration of His Son’s 
Having Embraced the Religious Life. 


Deeply afflicted to see his father and brother forgetful of God, 
a good priest wished to make a great sacrifice to obtain their 
conversion: he entered a fervent apostolical order, entirely devoted 
to the salvation of souls. Later he heard that before being con- 
verted, these two persons who were so dear to him, had embarked 
on a ship which had been wrecked, and they were believed to 
have perished. It is needless to say how he offered for them to 
the Lord his prayers, labors and sufferings. A long time after, 
in the city where he was living, he was called to the hospital to 
try and convert a sick person, who was dying but who refused 
obstinately to be reconciled with God. Alas! in this dying man 
he recognized his brother; but he concealed his emotion and did 
not let himself be known for fear that the excitement might kill 
him whom he wished to save. The sick man told him in a feeble 
voice his sad story, and how he had escaped death in the ship- 
wreck where his father had perished; but he did not wish to 
receive any sacrament. 
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With his soul torn by grief, the religious returned to his 
convent. Scarcely had he entered the door when the superior 
said to him: “Go at once to such a city where one of our fathers 
who was preaching a mission has fallen sick!’ The child of 
obedience bowed his head as a sign of his consent, returned to 
his cell, fell on his knees on his prie-dieu, kissed his crucifix and 
wept for a moment, offering up his tears and submission for the 
eternal salvation of his unfortunate brother. Having arrived at 
the city where he was going to preach, he had only entered the 
door of the presbytery when some one said to him: “A young 
man wants you in the confessional.” . 

“Ah! reverend Father,” cried the parish priest, “this is un- 
reasonable: take a little time to rest yourself, the penitent can 
wait or return some other time.” 

“No,” replied he, “men are never patient. Do not allow me 
to keep the first person waiting who asked to go to confession 
to me. Besides, you know he will not be long, and an absolution 
given is like balm to the heart of a missionary.” 

When he had entered the holy tribunal of penance, the young 
man who had a modest air, with a distinguished bearing and an 
angelic countenance, said to him: “Father, I do not wish to go 
to confession; our Lord has sent me to reveal to you that He is 
pleased with the sacrifice you have made in coming here, whilst 
your brother was dying in the hospital. He has counted the tears 
that you shed in your room, while pressing the crucifix to your 
lips, before you set out for this city, and He has rewarded your 
obedience by disposing your dying brother to receive the last 
sacraments in proper dispositions. The soul of your brother is 
in purgatory. As to your father, he is lying in the depths of the 
sea; but whilst struggling against the waves, he had time to make 
acts of contrition and of love, and God granted him pardon in 
consideration of your having embraced the religious state, and 
all the sacrifices that you have made since. His soul is at present 
in heaven, where he has prepared a place for you...” 

Oh, what a delightful surprise for the holy religious! How 
his heart thrilled with joy! What sweet tears flowed from his eyes! 
He wished to ask some questions, but already the mysterious 
young man had disappeared; no one knew him, and no one ever 
saw him again. The happy missionary remained convinced that 
it was the angel guardian of his father or of his brother. 
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A Jewess Converted When Mary Pleads. 


One does not read with less interest the account of a reve- 
lation made to a holy person regarding the eternal salvation of 
the mother of the Reverend Father Hermann, a Jewess who died 
after obstinately refusing to be converted to the Christian religion. 
Father Hermann, filled with grief at the news of her death 
writes, “My poor mother is dead... and I remain in uncertainty. 
However, we have prayed so much that we ought to hope that 
there has passed between her soul and God, in her last moments, 
something that we do not know of.” 

This hope remaining as a balm in the heart of the holy 
religious was the first grace of consolation to him. A second 
followed soon. Father Hermann confided to the Curé of Ars his 
uneasiness about the salvation of his poor mother, dead without 
the grace of baptism. “Hope on,” replied the man of Gods “hope 
on, you will receive one day on the feast of the Immaculate 
Conception, a letter which will give you the greatest consolation.” 
This promise was nearly forgotten, when on the 8th of December 
1861, six years after the death of his mother, a Jesuit Father 
sent Father Hermann the following letter. * 

“The 10th of October, after Holy Communion, I found my- 
self in one of those moments of intimate union with our Lord, 
when He makes me feel so delightfully His presence in the 
Sacrament of His love, that faith does not appear necessary to 
me to believe in it. At the end of some moments He made me 
hear His voice and wished to give me some explanation regard- 
ing a conversation that I had the evening before. I recalled that 
in this conversation, one of my friends, Anna, had manifested her 
astonishment that our Lord, who had promised to grant every- 
thing to prayer, had remained deaf to those that Father Hermann 
had offered so often to Him to obtain the conversion of his 
mother. I dared to ask my Jesus how it was that He, who is 
goodness itself, had been able to refuse the prayers of Father 
Hermann, and not grant him the conversion of his mother. Be- 
hold His reply: 

“Why does Anna seek always to find out the secrets of My 
Justice, and why does she seek to penetrate into mysteries that 
she cannot understand. Tell her that I do not owe My mercy 
to any person, that I give it when it pleases Me, and that in 
acting thus I do not cease to be just and even Justice itself. But 


* The person who wrote this letter died in the odor of sanctity; she is known 
in the religious world by several works on the Blessed Eucharist. 
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let her know also that, sooner than fail in the promises I have 
granted to prayer, | would overthrow heaven and earth, and that 
every prayer offered for My glory and the salvation of souls is 
always heard when said with the proper dispositions.” 

He added: “And to prove to you this truth, I wish to make 
known to you what happened at the moment of the death of the 
mother of Father Hermann.” 

At the moment when the mother of Father Hermann was 
about to draw her last breath, when she appeared to be uncon- 
scious, nearly without life, Mary, our good mother, presented her- 
self before her Divine Son, and prostrating herself at His feet 
said: Have mercy, O my Son! on this soul which is going to 
perish. In another moment she will be lost, lost for eternity. Do, 
I implore of Thee, for the mother of my servant Hermann, all 
that Thou wouldst wish he would do for Thine, if she were in her 
place and Thou wert in his. The soul of his mother is his dearest 
treasure; a thousand times he has consecrated her to me; he has 
confided her to the tenderness, to the solicitude of my Heart. 

Scarcely had the Bleseed Virgin ceased to speak, than a 
Strong, powerful grace flowed from the source of all graces, the 
Adorable Heart of our Savior, and illuminated the soul of the 
poor Jewess and triumphed immediately over her obstinacy and 
resistance. Her soul turned at once with a loving confidence 


towards Him whose divine mercy had followed her even to the 


arms of death, and she said, “O Jesus, God of the Christians, 
God that my son adores, | believe in Thee, I hope in Thee, 
have mercy on me.” This movement of faith and of hope in 
Jesus was the last sentiment of this soul: at the moment when 
she made it, it mounted towards the throne of divine mercy, and 
the feeble ties which bound her to the earth broke, and she fell 
at the feet of Him who had been her Savior before becoming 
her Judge. 

Having shown me all these things, our Lord added: “Make 
this known to Father Hermann; it is a consolation I wish to grant 
to his long sorrow, in order that he may bless and make the 


goodness of the Heart of My Mother and her power over Mine 


be blessed everywhere.” 
“Who Can Know the Extent of My Mercy!” 


Marshal Exelmans, brother-in-law of Father de Ravignan, was. 


killed suddenly by a fall from his horse. He had not practiced 


his religious duties. He had promised to go to confession but: 
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had not time to do so. Nevertheless, on the day of his death, a 
person accustomed to heavenly communications heard an interior 
voice which said: “Who can know the extent of My mercy? 
Can they know the depths of the ocean and how much water is 
enclosed therein? Much will be forgiven to some souls who have 
been ignorant of much.” 

When the duke of Orleans, eldest son of Louis Philippe, 
perished the victim of a frightful carriage accident, his pious 
mother, the queen Marie Amélie, was overcome with grief, par- 
ticularly while thinking of the state of his soul. She asked for 
some consolation from Father de Ravignan, who replied to her, 
“There is no limit, no impossibility placed here below between 
grace and the soul as long as there remains a breath of life.” 

St. Francis de Sales never wished any one to despair of the 
repentance of a sinner even at the last moment, saying that this 
life is the way of our pilgrimage, in which those who are standing 
can fall, and those who fall can rise again, and like the giants 
of the fable, rise stronger sometimes from their overthrow; grace 
can superabound where sin had abounded. 

He went further; for even after death, he did not wish that 
any one should pass a bad judgment on those who led an evil 
life, except of those of whose damnation we are told on the 
authority of the sacred Scripture. Apart from that, he did not 
wish any one to enter into the secrets of God, which He has 
reserved for His wisdom and power. His principal reason was, 
that as the first grace of justification is given without the merit 
of any work which preceded it, the last grace also, which is that 
of final perseverance, will not be given to merit. Besides, who 
is he who has known the mind of the Lord and who has been 
His counsellor. This is the reason that even after the last breath 
he wished that we should hope for the deceased person, however 
sad his death might have been, because we could form only very 
uncertain conjectures about it founded on the exterior, from which 
the cleverest persons might be deceived. Therefore, do not 
despair of the salvation of your departed friends and relatives. 


Two first class farm hands, Catholic and single are 
desired. They must know well how to operate farm ma- 
chinery. Recommendation from their respective pastors 
required. . Work for the whole year. For further infor- 
mation, apply to Rev. P. Lukas, 

Benedictine Convent, Clyde, Mo. 
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“Never Can I Forgive!” 





the Irish “Herald,” is vouched for by Mr. R. J. Kelly, the 
! editor. Some years ago, Thomas H. Burke, the assistant 
secretary of state for Ireland, was foully murdered in 
Phoenix Park, Dublin, at the hands of Joseph Brady. The assassin 
was a member of “The Invincibles,” a secret society. In order 
to be the more sure that his crime succeeded, the murderer 
afterwards cut his victim’s throat. Brady, however, was betrayed 
by Carey, one of his accomplices, and with several others con- 


nected with the plot, was delivered over to justice and sentenced 
to death. 


The prison chaplain at Kilmainhann where Brady spent his | 
last days used all his influence and eloquence to persuade the 
unhappy convict to pardon his enemy, the wretched traitor, Carey. 
Nothing, however, was effectual to force from his embittered soul 
the saving words of pardon. With the whole world Brady had 
made peace, except with Carey. The priest felt intense grief and 
anxiety for the unhappy man, for in this disposition he could 
not make a worthy confession as the words of sacramental abso- 
lution would only have plunged his soul into deeper guilt. 

No means was left untried. All those sublime examples of 
loving our enemy which are so numerous in the history of Chris- 
tianity since our Divine Savior by His death on Calvary opened 
this hitherto unknown road, were laid before him. Willingly and 
with his whole heart, the unfortunate murderer pardoned each 
and everyone who had in any way brought about his imprison- 
ment, the judge who pronounced his condemnation, even the 
executioner who was to carry out the sentence; but to pardon 
Carey, — no, that was impossible! Even though his everlasting 
happiness or eternal damnation depended on it, this he could and 
would never do! Every endeavor to inspire him with Christian 
sentiments was futile; he sullenly determined to die with a curse 
for Carey on his lips. 

All seemed lost. Might one not as well abandon hope and 
leave the prisoner to his fate? No. Like an inspiration from 
heaven, the anxious priest thought of turning for aid to the sister 
of the murdered Thomas Burke. He would implore her to exert 
her gentle influence and strive to bring back the erring soul on 
the way of Christian charity. It was Marianna Alice Burke, a Sister 
of Mercy in a convent on Bagol St., Dublin. 


| HE truth of the following affecting incident, published in 
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With holy zeal the good religious seized this opportunity to 
practice heroic charity, and without mentioning her family name, 
she entered the prisoner’s cell. The obstinate criminal listened 
to her respectfully, it is true, but all her entreaties seemed to 
have no more effect than those of the chaplain. “Never can I 
forgive that traitor,” he repeated as before. Finally, after all her 
efforts had failed, she resolved to avail herself of a last means. 

“I am the sister of your victim!” spoke the religious. The 
words came as a revelation to the murderer. “In so cruel a 
manner you dispatched my brother before the tribunal of God 
without giving him a moment’s time to prepare for eternity. But 
now,” she continued, “I have come to forgive you and to prepare 
your soul for the last moment. And as | freely pardon you, I 
ask you also to pardon a man who is the cause of your death, it 
is true, but who did not attack you suddenly or murder you 
unprepared. You have Still time to make your peace with God 
and die the death of a contrite sinner.” 

Such heroic charity, the assassin’s hatred could no longer 
resist. He was vanquished, and breaking forth into sobs, he 
implored the all-merciful God for pardon for himself and for his 
traitor, Carey. After making a sincere and contrite confession, he 
died a truly penitent death, in such sentiments, we trust, as to 
find at the throne of God that mercy without which none of us 


shall be saved. , 
CSEMIGW 
When You are Unable to Sleep. 





The saintly Bishop Egger of St. Gall once told a friend con- 
fidentially: “When I am unable to sleep at night, I visit in spirit 
the different churches of my diocese, and in the principal ones | 
make a short visit to the Blessed Sacrament.” 

Could you not imitate him, dear reader, and during sleepless 
nights, instead of vexing your mind with temporal cares or troub- 
les, visit in spirit the Blessed Sacrament of your parish church, 
or perhaps our Adoration Chapel? There you could unite 
yourself with Jesus in the Sacred Host by a spiritual Communion, 
and console His abandoned Heart lonely in so many tabernacles. 
Then, too, how successfully you can recommend the weighty 
affairs that disquiet you to His ever-watching Heart. 

How Christian-like, if in such visits you are mindful of suffer- 
ers racked on a bed of pain that God may give them patience; 
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of souls who are in danger that God may protect them from 
sin; of persons struggling in their last agony that God may grant 
them the grace of perseverance. Extend your mercy also to the 
holy souls in purgatory, begging God for their release. 

The older we grow the more difficult it is to sleep. Try this 
practice; possibly the very effect of its quieting influence will cause 
you to sleep all the sooner, and when you awake in the morning 
you will have the consolation of having sanctified the night by 
errands of love and mercy. 

St. Gertrude the Great suffered much from sleeplessness, but 
instead of complaining about her affliction, she offered it to God 
for His eternal glory and for the salvation of the world. On one 
occasion when she could not sleep and was offering her suffering 
to God, our Lord taught her to pray as follows in sleepless hours: 

“I beseech Thee, O most tender Lord and Savior, by that 
sweet repose which Thou didst enjoy in the bosom of Thy Father 
from all eternity, and by Thy sweet repose for nine months in 
the womb of Thy Virgin Mother, and by the most delighted 
abiding Thou dids ever vouchsafe to take in a soul that loved 
Thee, mercifully bestow on me some rest and new strength to 
labor, not for my own comfort, but for Thine eternal praise and 
honor.” 

At the same time our Lord added the following promise, 
which ought to afford great consolation to many in their sleepless 
nights : “Whenever anyone who is fatigued from sleeplessness, pe- 
titions Me by this thrice repeated invocation I have just taught 
you to grant him a restful sleep for My honor and for the res- 
toration of his strength, and if I do not immediately hear him, and 
he endures his want of sleep patiently and humbly, this resigna- 
tion will be most pleasing to Me. For it is incomparably more 
acceptable to Me, if after his strength has been consumed by 
sleeplessness, he bears this patiently and humbly, and offers it 
to Me, then if another who is healthy and strong, and well able 
to keep awake, spends the whole night in prayer.” 
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Take and Read 


The booklets listed below are truly spiritual jewels; mines of 
wealth. Written in pithy, energetic language, they appeal strongly 
to the reader, at the same time enlightening the mind and inciting 
the heart to virtue. Every sentence is fraught with meaning. Even 
busy persons will derive great profit from a few minutes’ reading of 
these instructive, edifying booklets 


Per copy 10 cents; 100 copies $8.00 
More Precious than Diamonds 
| Enthronement of the Sacred Heart in the Family 
| Six Discourses on the Enthronement 
| Go to Joseph, the Foster-father of Jesus 


Per copy 5 cents; 100 copies $4.00 

( Prayer, the Great Means of Grace 
Communion Devotions in Union with Mary 

| Magnificence of the Love of G 

| Little Devotions to the Holy Infant Jesus 

|. Conformity to the Will of God 


Per copy 5 cents; 100 copies $4.00 
{ Devotions to St. Joseph 
| Words of Consolation for the Sick and Afflicted 
32 PAGE  Indulgenced Prayers and Aspirations 
| All for Thee, O Heart of Jesus 
| Devotion to the Mother of Sorrows 


2 copies 5 — 100 copies $2.00 
~ Communicate Frequently and Devoutly 
39 PAGE True Veneration of the Sacred Heart 
The Fountain of Grace 
| Devotion to Mary 
_ Assist the Souls in Purgatory 


3 copies 5 cents; 100 copies $1.50 
[ Devotion to the Most Holy Trinity 
16 PAGE _ Devotion to the Precious Blood 
| Message of the Sacred Heart 
| Holy Water in the Christian Home 
Help to circulate these pamphlets. They will effect an incal- 
culable amount of good. : 


64 PAGE 





The Passion of Our Lord Jesus Christ 


These revelations of Anna Catherine Emmerich describe our 
Savior’s Passion with a vividness unequaled by any mystic. This 
book is a precious pearl in Christian literature, and deserves to be 
in every Catholic family. With such living reality and touching 
simplicity does it recount the scenes of the Passion that one is forcibly 
drawn to compassion for his suffering Redeemer. ‘The grief of the 
Queen of Martyrs is deeply affecting, and our Divine Savior seems to 
call out to us, “‘Remember the sorrows of thy Mother” ( Zvdsas). 

No book is better suited for meditation on the bitter Passion, 
especially during the holy Lenten season. Durably hand bound with 
gold title. Price: English or German $1.50 
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Religious Pictures 


should be in every Catholic 


home. 


We never tire gazing on 
the images of those to whom 
we are bound by love and 
gratitude. Who is more wor- 
thy of our reverence and affec- 
tion than our Lord and the 
Immaculate Virgin? To whom 
do we owe more than to our 

| Savior and the Heavenly 
af. Mother? 


Have some of these beau- 
tiful piétures blessed and hang 
them in your home. They 
will lift your heart and mind 
to Those Who should be the 
special objeét of our cttention, 
and the habitual subjeét of 
our thoughts. 


Sele&t from the following 
list: 


The Last Supper 20 x 32 in. $0.75 
Sacred Heart of Jesus, full figure wae ” .50 
Sacred Heart of Jesus, bust § x 16 30 
Sacred Heart cf Jesus, bust nf x 24 17 
Sacred Heart of Jesus, with morning offering 8x 13 .10 
Sacred Heart of Jesus . : ; 17 X 21 25 
Sacred Heart of Mary{ ©°™Panion pictures ,, x 9, 35 
Mother Most Sorrowful 14 X 22 «35 
Mother Most Amiable 16 x 25 .50 
Mother Most Admirable 10 X 14 .20 
Agony of Our Lord 16 x 24 «3s 
Ecce Homo 14X19 625 
The Holy Face 16 x 21 -40 
St. Joseph in Glory 18 x 25 .50 
Death of St. Joseph 15 xX 22 <35 
Angel Guardian 10 X 19 .20 
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